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Welcome to the springtime of the Grimoire! New blossoms 
are rapidly growing from our literary tree. This year's Grimoire 
has gained extra leaves and has flourished due to increased 
student involvement. The 1993 Grimoire has entered the world 
of modem publications now that the staff has traded their 
pencils and layout paper for a mouse and Ventura.
This year, we, the Grimoire staff, finally purchased our own 
computer, thanks to the generous donations of friends, fami­
lies, faculty, and staff of La Salle. We also expanded and 
renovated our office, thanks to those who donated office fur­
niture and materials. The Grimoire continued to sponsor liter­
ature readings and writers workshops. Short fiction and 
poetry workshops have continued to thrive thanks to the en­
thusiasm, dedication, and support of Professor Justin Cronin. 
As a result of the workshops, brilliant literature once hidden 
in bedroom drawers and dusty journals has been liberated and 
cultivated by revision.
Coffeehouse readings have successfully branched off from 
the Writer's Workshops as well, thanks to Justin Cronin and 
Jeremy P. Bushnell. This spring, multitudes of students gath­
ered at Backstage to enjoy the readings of their creative peers. 
The readings demonstrated the students' increased support of 
literary affairs on campus. Student and faculty support are the 
elements that have nourished Grimoire's seeds of invention. 
Many thanks to our moderator, Dr. Toni Culjak, and to all who 
have helped us flower.
Join us in celebrating our growth...read on!
Marlena C. Ryan 
Editor-in-Chief

JUBILEE
Springling spontaneity.
Joy
and colors 
luscious tangerine 
deep apricot 
shining warm 
on golden skin 
impulsive purple 
lavender lattice 
outlining a very simple 
pattern on scarlet satin.
Red wine spills 
drain the vibrant colors 
dripping from the flowers 
along the lane.
Wreaths of ivy hang 
on wooden posts, 
tied with silk strands.
Nature is thwarted as 
one small sliver of 
glass on the ground lay 
reflecting the bright white of 
frantic moth wing beats 
against a background of 
chatoyant confetti.
Contrasts.
A vital survival 
in a mellow tribe.
A missive man is 
slow to learn...
Our grip is loosened, 
and the earth no longer bound. 
Firefly sends messsages to 
all who listen...
The tulips will blossom 
in the spring begetting pollen 
and bursting life.
—  Leslie Turchetti
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Three Haiku For Tuesday Afternoon
I feel your gentle wind, breathe on me 
while I sleep,
a field of waves rippling across my stomach
You speak, and
the soft moss of your words
holds me with ten thousand fingers
You wave like the maple tree;
I lie beneath,
and listen to the sugar sap pulse beneath your skin
—  Brian Dean
"Timeless"— Marlena C. Ryan
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Arlo Pony
Tom McCarthy
This past summer I met a boy named Arlo Pony. Arlo was one of the world's greatest story tellers. I'd only known him for maybe an hour but 
it was one of those things a guy could just tell. Even in an hour. At nineteen 
Arlo had lived more of life than anyone else I know. He'd hitchhiked his way 
from San Francisco here to Baltimore via who-the-hell-knows-where.
We met Arlo, my two friends and me, the day after my twelfth birthday. 
We were sitting outside this pizza place smoking cigarettes as usual. Chooch 
had this bottle of rubbing alcohol that he stole for some reason and he was 
setting these small blue fires on the sidewalk. That's when this older kid 
walks up; that's when I met Arlo Pony. He staggered up to us all skinny and 
dirty and all. And none of us ever seen him before, not even Chooch. So he 
staggers up to us with this yellow grin and asks us for a cigarette. Usually 
I'd tell him to buy his own damn pack but we're sitting right there smoking 
them, and this kid's bigger than us anyway, so I give him one hoping he'll 
go away.
Then he just plops his ass right down next to me, practically all falling on 
top of me, and asks me if I got a light, too. I let him light off mine and that's 
when I noticed how bad this kid stunk. Me, Chooch, and Shawn just sat there 
looking at each other, trying not to bust out laughing.
Arlo was the first one to say anything. He took a long drag and nodded to me as he exhaled, as if to thank me, I guess. Then, with that same goofy 
smile and this nasty whiskey voice, he told us all about the first time he ever 
smoked. He was nine and bought a pack of Marlboro Reds from some store 
who didn't give a shit how old you were as long as you weren't pointing a 
fuckin' gun at their head. He said he figured smoking a pack of cigarettes 
was like eating a goddamn candybar — you finish it all at once. Hell, he said, 
he was nine years old. By his fifth cigarette he had thrown up all over 
everything, including his dog. Now he was making these puke noises and 
stuff right next to me, naming something else each time: bleaugh! the coffee 
table, blloourk! the sofa, and so on. We were cracking up. Partly because of 
the way he was acting and mostly because we knew this was one crazy fucker.
Almost like he knew what we were thinking, he quick stops laughing and 
sticks his hand out, introducing himself as Arlo, Arlo Pony. Like he's James
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Bond or something. He shook hands with each of us, making sure he got our 
names straight like he was gonna remember them or something.
Then Chooch asks him, so where you from, Ar-lo Po-neee?, like he's some Alabama sheriff or something. Chooch is crazy. I mean, for thirteen, he's 
a big kid, but this guy was obviously a crazy fuckin' burnout and Chooch is 
getting all cocky with him.
I guess Arlo didn't even notice or didn't care because he told us all about 
San Francisco and hitchhiking and all that. And I guess he figures since we 
asked him a question he can start acting like our best friend or something. 
So he wiggles in real close and tells us he has got a fuckin' story for us. Then 
he tells us about Ohio.
Halfway through Ohio, he said, some fat-ass cop picked him up for 
hitchhiking. This cop took every single thing he owned including an eighth 
of weed he'd just stolen from some guy the day before. We all groaned with 
sympathy even though I had only ever smoked it once. Then he told us how 
this cop took him in this room and started grabbing him and saying how he 
was gonna do him in the ass and stuff. Said the cop started taking his pants 
off right there. Shawn and Chooch were laughing, calling the cop a 'fag7 and 
all that. I just laughed so nobody'd notice I wasn't. See, my older brother's 
queer but that's like this huge family secret that we're not supposed to talk 
about. Fine with me; those guys would give me such hell about it. He lives 
in New York or something now so it's not such a big deal anymore, I guess.
Anyway, then Arlo tells us how he kicked this cop's big fat, fishbelly ass 
all around the room. None of us believed him, really, but we busted up 
anyway 'cuz of the way he told it all. Besides, boney as he was, he looked 
crazy enough to beat the piss out of anyone. Even a three hundred pound 
cop.
Then he stops dead and gets all quietly excited like he just remembered something so important and just starts laughing, telling us we gotta here 
about this dude, we gotta here about Franklin. But, first, another cigarette. 
This time from Shawn. We never did hear what else happened with the cop 
or how he got away or anything. Instead, he told us about Franklin.
Franklin was the guy Arlo met in jail that night. Also known as "Number 
4" (Arlo was "Number 3"), Franklin was arrested for disturbing the peace, 
assault, and a whole list of other shit. He came in about an hour after Arlo 
and told Arlo his whole story.
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It seems Franklin could hear voices nobody else could. That's what he 
said, anyway. He said his ears were more acute or something, like a dog's, 
and he could hear really high-pitched shit. He said some people like talked 
in these high-pitched voices when no one was looking. They'd say shit about 
you, thinking you couldn't hear them, then they'd laugh. But Franklin, he 
could hear them. He heard what they said and he heard them laughing at 
him, too. So that night after he bought a bag of barbeque corn-nuts from the 
Stop-N-Go, he heard the kid behind the counter say shit to him. Of course 
no one else heard it and the kid denied it to try and make Franklin look crazy. 
Well, it only made him madder so he just pretty much trashed the place, the 
kid included. By the time the cops came, Franklin was sitting out on the curb 
all bloody from the broken glass and still munching on his fuckin' corn-nuts.
We were all laughing and said what a crazy mother that Franklin was. 
Then Arlo told us how Franklin killed himself that night.
Everything got real quiet and I really wished Arlo would leave. Instead 
he finished his cigarette and solemnly asked us if we had any grass. None 
of us did and we told him so but he asked us a couple of more times if we 
were sure.
I guess we convinced him because then he asked us if we knew where 
he could sleep tonight. Chooch told him about the park just a few blocks 
away. Not much of a park, really just some benches and some scrawny trees 
sticking up out of the concrete. Still it was okay in the summer and we knew 
no cops would mess with him there. Maybe the bums, but not the cops.
So we start giving him directions but it's obvious he's too fried to know what the hell we're saying. Then, right away, Shawn offers to walk him 
over there, just to make sure he got there okay. Shawn's such an idiot; I 
could've killed him. I mean it's cool if the guy could find a place to sleep 
and all, but I just wanted to get the hell away from him. And now Shawn 
wants to walk him to the goddamn park.
On the way, Arlo told us all about this junkie who worked for his father, 
laying carpet. One day he put a carpet staple right throught his own godamn 
thumb. Only he was so fucked up he didn't feel it. So instead of going to 
the hospital or something this guy just wrapped it up in duct tape and 
finished the job. Arlo said when the guy woke up the next morning his 
thumb was all black and had to be amputated.
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e asked him to finish the story about the cop but he said he didn't feel
like it. He said he hadn't slept in three days and I kind of believed him. 
When we got to the park he thanked us and we all told him to take care of 
himself and all that. And then, I don't know why, but I offered him a couple 
more cigarettes. One for tonight and one for the morning, I explained. He 
called me his man and asked if he could maybe get three instead. I think he 
knew I was scared of him.
Finally, we left him there and the three of us walked back towards the 
pizza shop saying, man, what a weird guy that was. I turned around once, 
half expecting to see Arlo stalking us with a fuckin' butcher knife or some­
thing. Instead I saw him on a bench in the park, lighting a cigarette for Otis, 
one of the guys in the park. Otis thinks we've had these secret moon colonies 
since 1974.
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poems for the psychologists
she said my poetry was getting darker 
and I disagreed
but outside gothic oaks raked the sky 
a broken cathedral of tangled foliage 
clutching at the moon
like a cancerous miser grabbing for one last quarter 
so I wrote that down, 
and the ashtray filled up 
with crumpled, spent cigarette butts 
and the arcs of bitten-off fingernails 
tiny little masterpieces 
dollhouse sculptures for a minature morgue 
and I wrote that down too.
she said my poetry was getting darker 
and I said I couldn't help it 
and I spilled some ink on my notebook 
and saw skulls in it all night
—  Jeremy P. Bushnell
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"The Mistress" —  Andrea Frucci
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Violin Girl
I gaze down at the flowers on my cart 
Trying to decide 
Between the blue hyacinths 
or the yellow roses
for the tired, shining face I see in the window
of the 8th floor
2222 Lulu Avenue
Apartment Three
She's never come outside
but I know
her eyes are blue with flecks of purple...
I don't think I want to 
just knock on her door.
What if she's never seen 
a Body so close 
before her violet eyes?
Would I scare her 
with my existance?
As I gaze up at the face 
in the window
the tear that falls down her cheek 
seems like oceans to me
And the violins get louder
sawing and shrieking
reverberating
the darkness of the room
the street
her mind
the wheels of my cart creak
struggling
to reply.
The face vanishes 
perhaps never to return 
til the following afternoon 
Only when the flowers 
bloom
—  Angela L. Vizzoni
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Capital Punishment
Jim Reed
Chapter I
I was writing up a report at my desk when the phone rang. It was the Chief.Seems there was a drive-by on 5th and 32nd earlier this moring, and the 
Chief wanted me to do the follow-up. I hurried to the victim's house where 
I was greeted by the victim's wife, Matilda.
"Why, Inspector, I didn't expect to see you so soon. I appreciate your 
punctuation. Please come in. I'm Matilda, but please, call me Tilda."
"I dashed over as soon as I heard. Have you seen your husband?"
"Yes. The officer on the scene told me there were three shots. The first 
two only grazed him, but the third one hit h im .. .right in the colon."
"It must be a horrible period of grief for you. Is your son around? I'm 
afraid I'm going to have to ask him a few questions."
"Yes, he is. Mark! Mark, the Inspector has a few questions to ask you."
"Mark, I'm sorry about your father. Are you aware of everything that— "
"Yeah, I was nearby when it happened."
"Mark, where exactly were you when this happened?"
"Hey! I don't know what you're getting at! Was that exclamation 
pointed at me?"
"It was only a question, Mark."
"I was at the loading dock of Larry's down the street. I was helping him 
lower cases."
"What were in the cases?"
"Fish parts —  you know, tails, heads, scales. He had trouble reaching 
some of the cases — there were some pretty hy-phens -  so he asked me to 
help him. Anyway, we took a break to watch the solar ellipse, and that's 
when I heard a loud bracket around the corner. I saw Dad lying there, like 
and inverted, upside-down 'e'."
"Schwa?"
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"You heard me —  an inverted, upside-down 'e'. His insides were shot 
up real bad. His co lon .. .  it wasn't even whole. It was a . . .  a semi-colon. 
That's when I called the police."
"Tilda, I realize that this is an awful tragedy for you to go through. No 
one should have to suffer such a horrible apostrophe."
"Thank you. I'm just relieved that he's not dead."
"He's not? I was told he was killed on the spot."
"No, but he's not conscious. My poor darling. H e 's .. .he's in a comma."
Preview for Chapter II: By the Numbers
"His subtraction caused a rift between Mark and I, a division which only 
multiplied my grief." Tilda added.
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Offering
I touched the earth 
and the dead ones sighed
don't cry, I said, don't cry
but alive and waking
they called me, called me into their midst
among the broken bodies 
and melting flesh
between the dusty tears 
and weeping breath
they forged for me a bridge 
and a flower to give its keeper
she stood half way across, and smiled at the 
gift they had given me
will you take my life?
will you relieve me of my company?
will you hold me close? and protect me 
when I'm too old to see?
no,
she said,
"my flower has faded, its petals to the wind." 
and the dead ones sighed.
don't cry, 
said I, 
don't cry.
—  Matt Taddei
For Sylvia
I think about you 
before sleep pulls me under 
Of how your babies 
grew
without you Sylvia 
Who pushed their tram 
Who weeded
their imaginary flower bed 
Who kissed away 
their waxed tears
I imagine 
your babies 
the house in Devon 
How could you 
keep trying
to end your earthly steps 
without thinking 
of the tombstone 
poem
Remember Sylvia 
Your Daddy is dead 
Your babies can't 
write verse 
And your lover 
hides behind crows 
to humbly avoid 
all your paranoia
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I keep wondering 
my Sylvia princess 
why you couldn't 
quiet
the disquieting muses 
that nested on 
your skin
like the gray blue smoke 
of your bee keeping 
honey pot
You sealed
off the Mother Goose nursery 
with careful urgency 
Yet you prayed 
that the nanny 
the neighbor
one of the sleepwalking babes 
would find the scribbled number 
Before you 
floated into 
Daddy's arms
Of Sylvia
of the divided lands 
of the New England coast 
of the mirror 
that is slowly 
freezing out its liquid
—  Jen Weikert
The kindling of my merriment 
Brightens up my dark lament 
And glowers gleefully in the grey, 
Governing gloom.
The urge of crass hilarity 
Is rising fast inside of m e - 
Who could not have heard that 
Sonic boom?
The scent which fills my giddy head 
Impedes my mourning for the dead,
As I waggishly wave my hand to 
Waft it along.
An elbow in my side reminds me 
Of the several people seated behind me 
And I feel the need to laugh out 
Loud and long.
My gesture was so purely precise,
Which the pungent stench did so entice, 
That I shall quake as though my sides shall 
Break asunder.
The rank and riotous funeral float 
Has choked the sigh within my throat,
But how shall I abate the 
Rumbling thunder?
—  Kevin Kelly
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"Seconds to Another" —  Michael Zukosky
21
Chiaroscuro
Hillary O'Connor
I felt the weight of Friday on my shoulders as I climbed the hill. I knew it was Friday—  a beautiful Friday in June —  I was a senior about to graduate, 
and I should have been happy. But I felt miserable, or maybe I was bored. 
The day was beautiful, cool and bright, the kind of afternoon that announces 
spring.
While I was walking I thought of the lacrosse team on their way to their 
game. I imagined the bus passing me quickly as it flew up the street. Sean 
would look out the window, and if his arms were long enough, he could 
reach out and pull me onto the bus. I would have run off with anyone that 
afternoon.
The walk from school to the Hunters' wasn't far, but it was all uphill, and 
Amy wanted me there ten minutes after school ended. I climbed the last few 
streets to their house, cursing Amy the entire time.
The houses were rather dilapidated along the street; some had fences 
which were falling apart, others were covered with trees, but most just 
needed a paint job and a lawn mower. Along the curb were beat up Chevy's 
and small trucks. I always wondered why everyone insisted on parking in 
the street. It made everything look so cheap.
I approached their house with a sigh. The house itself could probably be pretty in a deserted beach town, but in Upper Darby, it just looked working 
class. It was an off-white stone house. The front porch was wonderful, one 
huge slab of stone. Off the porch itself were brown, stone steps descending 
inside two smooth walls. If you were standing on the porch, you could either 
walk down the steps or take a step down to the ledge.
I made my way up the steps and swung open the screen door. I could 
make out little Matthew standing right beyond the door. As the light flashed 
on him, his little tan body turned bronze, and his hair sparked golden. Before 
I was in the door, he had his hands up; I took a step inside and swept him 
up in my arms. He had on nothing but a diaper. He let his head slip onto 
my shoulder, and I wondered if he had taken a nap.
The baby was asleep in the bassinet in the corner. The sun came in a 
window on the other side of the living room and created a kind of halo
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around the white bedding. I was surprised at the serenity of the baby's 
comer.
I plopped myself on the couch and let my bag fall on the floor. Matthew 
was still wrapped around my neck, and he hadn't lifted his head. I picked 
him up off my shoulder to look in his eyes. I was wondering if I had the 
strength to deal with the usual Hunter chaos, when Jenny came from some­
where in the kitchen. She lurched in and, with a huge smile, yelled, "Becky's 
here, Becky's here." I hushed her quickly, but a second later the baby began 
to cry. I left Matthew on the couch and jumped to grab the baby. Before I 
made it to the bassinet, Matthew was in hysterics. For a second, I stood 
helpless in the middle of the room. Jenny and I stared at each other in 
bewilderment while babies cried on either side of us. In the next second, I 
chose Matthew and, once again, pulled him into my arms. He quieted 
immediately and began to talk to me with his strange cooing talk. The baby 
continued to cry in the inhuman patterns of the newborn.
Amy came in from her room in her nursing whites. She almost laughed at me with my arms full of everything. I truly wondered how she could 
laugh so easily. Her hair was swept up, accentuating her broad jaw. She was 
really beautiful. With their green eyes, the Hunters were all beautiful.
She took the baby in her arms to calm him and pushed Jenny out the front 
door. I could see her through the window, playing on the porch with a 
hula-hoop. I wished I too could be playing outside instead of sitting inside 
with a miserable child. Amy ran around the room with the baby limp in her 
arms and gave me instructions. Jenny could go to her friend's house across 
the street. . . Matthew had just woken up. . . the baby was drinking three 
ounces of milk instead of t wo . . .  the chicken was in the fridge. She put the 
baby down, kissed all three kids, grabbed her purse, and ran.
I put Matthew down with a sigh. We were both mutually relieved to be 
left alone. He followed me loyally and dejectedly into the kitchen. He ate 
vanilla yogurt, and I ate apples with peanut butter. I really wasn't in the 
mood for our usual play and, luckily, he wasn't either. So I took him into his 
room to get him some clothes, and he kept quiet. I wondered why he had 
not slept all day. This made me think of his mother. I knew she couldn't sit 
and watch him take a nap, but did she know he was tired? Of course, she 
had an infant to worry about, and she loved all her kids. But did she 
understand them, did she learn about them? Matthew was like me; he didn't 
exactly fit into his surroundings. Before I let these thoughts bother me, I 
began to search his drawers for a pair of clean underwear. He picked up his
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framed picture of a cat. He called the picture Fluff, because the cat looked 
like his cat Fluffy. I said, "Yeah, that's her all right," but he did not respond.
I went into the laundry room in search of some clean clothes. I couldn't find his clothes anywhere. I was beginning to lose my patience, and in 
my anger, I promised myself I would never live like the Hunter's did. In 
my sickened mood, I was finally able to change Matthew out of his diaper 
and into "big boy" clothes. I checked the baby and went out onto the porch 
for some fresh air. Before Jenny could start nagging me to let her go across 
the street, I took her hand and crossed the street without looking at her. As 
I came back across the street, I watched Matthew begin whimpering on the 
porch. "Jenny! Come back here Jen! Can I go over please? I'm going to go."
"Come on Matt, let's have a tea party." I have no idea why I thought I 
could get away with this on such a beautiful day when he was depressed to 
begin with. Jenny watched us out of the side of her eye as she played tag 
with the blond girls on the lawn. She was feeling guilty.
"You and I will have a tea party." I carried him back inside and instead 
of getting out the tea stuff, I turned on the T.V. We watched Oprah Winfrey, 
but every few minutes, he ran to the door and yelled, "Jenny, you come back 
here." I laughed at him every time, and he would come back to the couch 
and climb on my lap. As he watched the screen, he would lay his head 
against me and twirl my hair with his fingers; he was such a baby. He liked 
the attention and, coupled with his exhaustion, this allowed me to keep him 
calm for almost an hour.
When five o'clock rolled around, the baby began to stir, and I decided 
to feed him. First, I called Jenny inside. She came easily,,knowing it was a 
privilege to be out without her little brother. The Hunters' golden retriever, 
Sasha, followed her into the house, creating an exciting distraction for 
Matthew. I pulled the yawning baby out of his little heaven for a few 
seconds, feeling his warm weight in my arms. I could see him attempting 
to focus on me, and then he tried to smile. He was two months old, and his 
smile looked a little confused. I smiled back at him for a few minutes while 
I warmed up the bottle.
After that, the evening went pretty easily; the whole afternoon was easy I suppose. Matt Hunter came home with the guys. They immediately
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went upstairs to his office where all the roofers would get paid. Afterwards 
they came downstairs for a few beers.
When Amy came home a couple of hours later, the kids were fed, and 
Matt was washing up for their party. She took a few bites of the dinner 
saying, "Mmmm, I wish I could just stay here and eat this."
Soon, she was off to change. Matthew and Jenny and I sat in front of the 
T.V. and let the cool evening breeze blow across the floor and along our cool 
bodies. I began to braid Jenny's hair, and Matthew had become a little 
happier after dinner. They asked me silly questions. I never knew what to 
answer, but I did anyway, which would lead to more questions until they 
were completely confused. We usually spend hours just talking about Jesus 
and planets and all the neighborhood dogs. I loved them, I really did, but 
at the same time, I knew they were different than me.
By eight o'clock, Matt and Amy were off to their party, and the kids were asleep on the couch with Sasha at their feet. I put them all to bed, did 
some laundry and cleaned the kitchen. While I watched T.V. I grew restless 
and decided to take Sasha outside, although she looked quite peaceful, lying 
like a little furball on the floor. But she followed me out. It was peaceful and 
quiet outside. The wind blew lightly, and I felt like I could smell the green 
foliage growing slowly. Conrad was across the street, smoking on his 
screened in porch. He was an electrician from Ireland. He had perfect, ice- 
blue eyes. I usually couldn't understand what he was saying. That was O.K., 
because he never said much. Neither did I, really. He was probably my 
favorite person on the street. Everybody liked him, but he was always 
walking into people's houses unannounced and drinking their beer. And if 
he said something, it really made sense, unlike most people. I kept waiting 
for him to recite some poetry. He looked happy, smoking his pipe in the cool 
air. I waved to him, and he waved, saying, "How do you do?" The sound of 
his voice cut through the silence between us and made us both jump.
I sat on the top step. Sasha let herself rest on the long piece of stone 
sticking out from the porch. She looked like a beautiful, long-haired sphinx. 
I took out my cigarettes. As I took a deep puff, a ray of moonlight shot 
through a cloud. It was brilliant; the world suddenly drowned in the blue 
cascade of light. Even Sasha looked up into the light. I breathed deeply. The 
cool spring air tasted like I imagined moonlight would taste. I could smell 
the deep amber of Sasha, and I could hear the faint sound of a television 
coming from a window nearby. It was like the sound of a far away universe. 
I looked down the street and caught sight of Sean coming toward me. I had
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forgotten he would be coming by. He approached me with the blue hazing 
his face. It made him look like a marble sculpture. He had olive skin and 
masculine features, but his face was as soft as a child's.
He, too, would not say much. I smiled at him, and he pointed to the 
dog, "What is she, a queen?" He laughed. I was glad he could talk so lightly 
tonight.
"Did you win the game?"
"Of course not. Some guy hit me over the head with his stick though."
I reached up and touched his head; it was soft and clean. I was glad he 
had taken a shower. I wished the two of us were both dressed up and going 
to a cafe to drink espresso and read poetry, but I was afraid to say it. It just 
didn't seem right.
He turned and watched me smoke my second cigarette. We sat in the 
quiet night. Cars passed in the distance, and the T.V. murmured, but I felt 
free and alone. I thought about my grandparents' farm in Kansas. With the 
rolling hills, you could look over miles of animals, trees, and barns and it 
was quiet every night. Sean did not look at me often. We both smoked a 
little. Finally, he got up and stepped up onto the stone ledge.
"Guess what I have?" he said, placing himself directly in front of me on 
the lawn.
"I don't know." I smiled just to see his face moving in front of me.
"A superball. I found it on the field."
"No way!" I couldn't believe it; he knew I loved superballs. One time he 
broke my favorite pink ball during Chemistry lab, and he had to buy me a 
new one. He pulled it out of his pocket. It was beat up, but it was valuable. 
He pulled the ball from his pocket, and it flickered in the light. It was white, 
filled with floating pieces of what looked like crystals. In the moon glow, it 
looked like a big icicle with many intricate patterns.
"Can I have it, Sean?"
"If you can catch it." He began to throw it against the walls. It bounced 
high in the air, and he ran to catch it. For a second, I watched. But I knew I 
could guess the patterns of the bouncing ball before he could. Soon I was 
jumping around with him. He bounced it off one of the lowest steps, and it 
sprung into the street. Neither of us could catch it. It bounced off the curb 
and several cars.
As I slowed down and got tired, I caught our shadows running in the 
street. I stopped. I watched his shadow run up and down the block. Our
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shadows were tiny; we looked like happy little children in a world by 
ourselves. Somehow the angle of the moon or a street light behind us cast a 
shadow on only the two of us. He came up and watched me. As I walked 
back to our step, our shadows got longer and longer; I pointed down to them, 
and he looked. His brow relaxed as he focused on the dark figures. I went 
back to my seat on the step feeling a little strange.
He sat next to me. "Here's your ball." I smiled to him and cradled it in 
my hand.
"I'm going to the deli. Do you want anything?"
"Nope." I smiled at him as he left.
When he was gone, I sat with that ridiculous smile on my face. Every­
thing felt peaceful and easy. I had forgotten all about the kids until I heard 
the baby cry.
I jumped up suddenly alarmed. I ran to him quickly and knew from the 
sounds that he was O.K. I looked into his tiny face. It had become as content 
as the evening. He looked into my eyes and said with a placid sigh that he 
would be a happy child. I held him close, feeling his fourteen pounds next 
to me wanting my warmth.
I took him outside. Sitting on the step, I laid him across my knees. His 
white skin radiated. I imagined he was an angel who had come to tell me a 
secret. I laughed when I thought of this, and he smiled up at me. This made 
me laugh more. I felt clean and dreamy. I touched the soft skin of his face. 
The night seemed filled with floating shadows and cherubs flying in a blue 
heaven.
After a few minutes, I turned to see Sean watching us from the edge of the yard. His mouth was slightly open as he looked from the baby to me. 
We looked into each other's eyes for a few seconds. Then he moved across 
the lawn towards us.
I loved him very much. But I was glad he had not kissed me.
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" Grurg" — M ichael Zukosky
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FIXED
Jeremy P. Bushnell
She had seen Jesus, once, a long time ago now. It was when she was in her early twenties, still living with Mom and Dad. They had been away for 
the weekend, on a ski trip, and she had been left to her own devices. The 
second night they were gone, she puttered about the house, turning off the 
lights one by one. She turned off the light in the kitchen and decided, for 
safety's sake, to turn on the porch light.
With a flip of the switch the kitchen was filled with a hazy glow, the 
light from outdoors drifting lazily in from outside, like fog. When she saw 
him she screamed.
It wasn't him in the flesh, but he was there, thrown into sharp relief on the refrigerator door, a Christ made of shadow and light, glare and darkness. 
He was smiling cryptically, a smile seen in old paintings, and he was staring 
through her, through her yet also towards her, as if he weren't seeing her 
body at all but something inside her, as if he were watching with pride the 
workings of her organs or nervous system.
She dropped her glass of milk. It tumbled through the air for long 
moments, white streams of milk dancing out of the glass, languid appari­
tions celebrating the vision on the door of the refrigerator. The glass hit the 
floor and shattered with a brittle bark.
She had looked at him, at Jesus, smiling at her from the latticework of 
night textures in play and counterplay. And she had known exactly what 
it was she had been supposed to do. She had seen this kind of thing in all 
the papers, and always it was hailed and touted as a sign for the faithful. A 
reward for individual faith, yes, but also a sign meant for all. She knew she 
was supposed to call up the papers to show them the sign. And she knew 
that they would come, and that they would bring their flashbulbs into her 
kitchen to take photos which the experts would analyze and dismiss as "not 
clear enough" or as "coincidental". And she knew that the desperate faithful 
would come as well, to be given a glimpse of that which they had been 
hoping to see for so long.
She could not do it. She knew that it was her duty, that Jesus had appeared in her kitchen for her to do those things, but she didn't want it —  those
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multitudes flocking into her home just to touch, glimpse, and invade her joy. 
To recklessly share the gift that had been given to her would be suicidal, she 
felt. He had come to her, and she was going to hold onto him for as long as 
she could.
So she had sat there in her violet bathrobe, her legs coated with the film 
of old milk, and watched Jesus stand magnificently on a white refrigerator 
door and smile at her. When the sun rose, he was washed away, and she 
collapsed, exhausted, in a wreckage of milk and broken glass on the cold 
linoleum floor.
Much later, she somehow found herself in an old Chevrolet on a brutally bright day, staring at a red light through the harsh glare spearing 
through the windshield as the radio sang the question that she had been 
asking herself all week:
What makes love so sad?
What makes love so sad?
What makes love so sad?
It seemed to her to be a weirdly appropriate insight, obvious and banal 
and cryptic and strange all at the same time, that chorus of voices wailing 
that same rhetorical question, over and over in time with the beat.
She looked at the red light again and distractedly cast her eyes about at 
the store fronts, hemming her in. The store closest to her was a pet store, 
closed for the weekend. There were two puppies in the window, and, with 
disgusted detatchment, she noticed that one was trying to mount the other 
with the fierce urgency of sexuality. The other puppy tried repeatedly to 
escape, but there was clearly nowhere to run to in the windowbox. She 
wondered absently why they hadn't thought to get the puppy fixed. And 
as the radio sang songs about love over and over again, she thought about 
being "fixed".
She wanted very badly to be fixed, because she felt utterly broken.
She was four months pregnant and she wanted an abortion. She wanted an abortion: that was the sentence she had practiced in every waking hour 
until she thought she would shatter into a million pieces with a wail if she 
ever tried to say it. I want an abortion. I want an abortion. I want an 
abortion. My name is Sue Davids and I am four months pregnant and I 
want an abortion.
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"Where is the father?" they would ask.
And she knew that even though he would be at home watching the TV 
or feeding the dog or doing any number of other things, normal things, she 
wouldn't be able to tell them the truth.
Because he did not know that she wanted an abortion. He didn't even 
know that she was pregnant. But she was beginning to show and he was 
beginning to ask questions and she wanted so badly to tell him, but she could 
not. The thought that he may attempt to discourage her was terrifying. And 
she refused to take the risk — she didn't want to keep it, she could not; 
anything he would say would be useless, invasive, and painful. This was a 
decision she had made on her own, and she knew that she could never tell 
him. She bit her nails. The light blazed through the windshield, casting 
harsh shadows on her face, and she felt as though she was being lit, as if on 
display somewhere.
She noticed that the light had turned green and she drove on. A new 
song came on the radio, one she used to like, but she was in no mood to sing.
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Death of a Poet
Reader,
you have the power to kill me.
I can write a line
as literal as the sidewalk
and you, with your magic wand mind,
can transform its element
into the fathomless ocean,
twisting my intentions 
into yours
and extracting from my text 
a rope of meaning 
I have never held, 
only to strangle me with it.
—  Marietta C. Ryan
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Ground Floor
She always stands a few feet away from the elevator 
When she's waiting for the doors to open 
Imagining what she'll do 
If hidden claws peel them apart for her passage 
Or fangs that weren't there in the daytime 
Have gnawed through the cracks in the floor 
Like baby teeth through a teething ring.
She checks the corners before stepping on 
Just to make certain,
Feels the bounce of the floor absorb her body 
And wonders if the cables can lift the weight she 
carries.
She watches the doors 
Shutting out anyone else wanting a ride.
Left alone to contemplate the ceiling 
and how it would feel 
To be buried beneath it
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Lycidia
Ever since we saw 
The devil's cloven hoofprint 
burned into the sidewalk,
I think you are afraid to sleep 
—  because the children 
will stare at you 
with their empty eyesockets, 
and reach out to touch you 
with festering gray hands?
Do they come to you often?
—  with the gaping wounds 
in their narrow chests 
where all the love 
has been torn out, 
and spread on the sidewalk 
as a red carpet for the devil.
Do you still hear their cries?
I do,
begging for a savior.
Or a holocaust.
—  Rob Samowski
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A Second Thought_______________________________________
Rob Whelan
"Jesus, I'm scared," says the wide-eyed face in front of you. The name on 
the jacket is J. Smith. "Is there gonna be a battle? I don't think I could kill 
nobody. You ever killed somebody, you know, face to face? I think I'm 
gonna throw up. Jesus, I'm scared."
"I don't know," you say, not really knowing the question.
"I've only been here two days and already I'm up here. Jesus, this is the 
scaredest I've ever been. I'm only nineteen. I don't want to kill nobody." 
His face is pale and his lips are dry. You look away.
J. Smith sits there next to you, his eyes darting around the landscape, 
seeing only dirt-brown, olive-green, and burnt-black. His hands rub his 
thighs as if he is cold. He turns to the man on his other side and says,"Jesus 
I'm scared." A single bead of sweat runs down the back of his neck and into 
the already darkened edge of his collar.
You feel it coming seconds before the murmuring noise of everyone 
around you clambering to their feet and shouldering their guns and gear. 
Random commands are shouted and lost. You climb from the ditch and run 
with the others in unified confusion. The first shell hits away to yout left 
with a pounding thump. You look toward where the shell came in and you 
see the pathetically frightened face of J. Smith just as his mouth forms the 
word, "Jesus!". You wonder if your face looks as scared as his.
You want to dive onto the ground and cover your head, but you all have 
to run until you find some kind of cover so you can figure out which way to 
shoot. The noise around you rises and rises like someone had turned on a 
thousand TV's on different channels at top volume and you can't think so 
you keep running.
Then a scream comes through all the other noise. It is somehow the 
horrifying, and yet most beautifully primal sound you have ever heard—like 
every language forced into a single endless syllable. It may be J. Smith 
making that noise or it may be anyone else and it really doesn't matter, but 
you are scared that it is you. The scream fades into a pure, terrifying silence, 
then a sharp burst of light rips through the air before your eyes.
It wasn't gruesome so much as sad when you turned and saw half of J. 
Smith's body still running beside you. You turned toward him and reached 
for h im -not to help him really, but just to reach for him. "James? Joseph?
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John?" you wondered as you fell floatingly toward him. You couldn't see 
your arm but you knew it was there it must be there you said you could feel 
it so it was there it had to be and you remembered when you were ten years 
old and it was BB guns and slingshots and the sunlight threw shadows of 
naked branches onto Kevin's face and tears streamed-over the welt an inch 
below his right eye as he ran past you toward the house where warmth 
glowed from every window and white smoke curled slowly from the chim­
ney.
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Alive
awakened
by a woodpecker in the tree 
outside my window 
a tree I used to climb 
as a child
the woodpecker's rapid drum-role 
leads me into a children's chorus 
of song and laughter 
an allegretto giocoso 
a game I once played:
"you catch you catch 
can't me! can't me!"
chant the children 
accompanied by a constancy 
of crickets crilling 
in the grass under my tree
and the sparrows! 
seemingly everywhere 
in my tree
and neighboring ones 
on roof tops and telephone wires 
a symphony!
and all this 
tempered
by the piercing dissonance 
of a distant dog's bark
through joyous splendor 
permeating the fine moist heat 
on this august morning 
that I am 
alive!
—  Lou Pagano
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Earth
Down to the field 
she stumbles 
blinded by the tears 
that freeze in her eyes 
and on her cheekbones.
Bone-burning chill 
nearly paralyzes 
her feeble limbs
as she foots pebbles and branches 
through her smeared vision 
of a field.
It's a swampy field
where you can smell the mud.
She traipses through it 
like Ophelia in her madness 
wandering until stars 
reveal the cold twilight 
behind wispy tree arms.
She is numb and happy, 
happy to see the sun go down, 
happy to smell the mud.
And when fatigue catches up with her, 
she will fall upon the earth, 
her natural bed.
No one will find her,
sick and mad and frozen, 
no one but the sun.
—  Marietta C. Ryan
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Route
Amy Welsh
She really should have been in class, but after cutting the first six weeks of the semester Shelby didn't think missing one more class would matter 
much. Her scholarship would be revoked in December, whether she liked it 
or not. She hadn't tried hard enough and she knew it.
Her reverie was interrupted for a moment as she noticed a thin, tired 
woman with sad eyes standing on a bus stop. The woman was trying to light 
a cigarette, but each time she cupped her hand around a freshly struck match 
the wind blew the tiny flame out. Shelby noticed that the woman was 
exhausted, but her movements were determined. The woman observed 
Shelby by glancing sideways into the long glass window of a store opposite, 
but said nothing. Shelby decided to follow her.
There wasn't much time to change her mind because a bus had just 
pulled up. Shelby knew it was the one the woman had been waiting for 
because she was stepping forward, her trans-pass gripped firmly in one 
hand. Shelby fumbled in her coat pocket, making sure she had enough 
money to get back to this point. She didn't need any more money because 
she could walk home from Chestnut Street if she had to. She noticed that the 
woman had disappeared into the bus already, so Shelby boarded the bus 
quickly.
Once inside, Shelby had to allow time for her eyes to adjust to the dim interior and to the smell of stale heat and old sticks of gum. As she made 
her way to the back of the bus she saw the woman seated in the middle, alone 
at a window seat. Shelby made sure she sat across from the woman, yet a 
few seats behind.
Shelby tried to concentrate on the woman, but she soon became en­
tranced by the scenes rushing by outside. She noticed the lone saxophone 
player playing an old tune on the next corner. He stood out because he stood 
motionless in the middle of the sidewalk, as the brisk executives moved 
around him. After a few minutes, Shelby glanced up to make sure the woman 
was still there. It only took a second to pick out the back of the woman's head 
from the sea of other passengers, because the woman's head was jerking up 
and down as she struggled to avoid falling asleep. Her hair looked dirty and 
uncombed, but Shelby somehow felt comforted by that weary head, bobbing 
up and down. She would also have loved to be rocked to sleep by the motion 
of the bus.
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Shelby had to stay awake so that she could get off at the woman's stop. 
It was getting harder and harder to stop her heavy eyelids from closing in 
the over-warm interior of the bus. Suddenly, Shelby felt self-conscious of her 
runny nose, bloodshot eyes and wind-blown hair. She struggled to avoid 
eye-contact with the other passengers by looking interested in the advertise­
ments pasted high up over the bus windows. As her gaze drifted upward, 
she prayed silently that the bus ride would be over soon. Maybe following 
this woman wasn't such a good idea, she thought.
Suddenly afraid that she wouldn't be able to make her way back to 
Chestnut Street, Shelby searched for something to subdue her rising panic. 
She started to concentrate on the public service announcements which were 
written in Spanish. She had been good at Spanish, until she made it into the 
upper course levels. After that, she couldn't handle the speaking require­
ments of the course. She was terrified to speak aloud in class, but she could 
read and write in the language pretty well.
Having run out of places to rest her eyes, she again looked out the 
window. As she pressed her face against the glass, she noticed a high wall 
on the side of the expressway peppered with graffitti. Shelby managed to 
make out a few words from the otherwise unintelligible scribblings: Meet me 
where the sea meets the sky. I am your special island. Come to me. Come to me. This 
message, neatly scripted in blue and green, was written at the very top of the 
wall, and she wondered how anyone could have gotten up there. She 
imagined that the writer was perched there, somewhere out of sight on the 
other side of the wall, waiting for her.
Suddenly, the bus jerked to a stop. Shelby must have dozed off. She spent 
a moment trying to figure out if the wall had all been a dream before she 
remembered why she had gotten on the bus in the first place. Shelby realized 
that the woman must have gotten off the bus already, because her seat was 
empty, and there were few passengers left. Gripping the seat in front of her, 
Shelby gazed out into the dark, cold night.
At the end of that semester, Shelby got a job at a convenience store on the grave-yard shift. She definitely wasn't going back to school, at least for 
now. Her mother had hit the roof when she found out Shelby had lost the 
scholarship and told Shelby that she had better support herself from now on. 
Her mother would have preferred it if she had gotten a day job but Shelby 
wanted to watch people. During the day she just wanted to study the crowds 
of people who pushed past each other. Most of the time she felt comforted 
when she could let herself be swept along in the busy tide. She could forget 
about herself.
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Her job at the store soon became as routine as the bus rides. She became 
immune to the harsh flourescent lights glaring overhead, the dry click of the 
register drawer swinging shut, the muted conversations of the store's pa­
trons. The hours ticked by uneventfully, punctuated by an occasional un­
wanted interruption by the night manager.
His name was Dave, and he disgusted her. He was at least five inches 
shorter than her and about sixty pounds heavier. His hair was greasy and 
thinning on the top of his scalp, yet hair sprouted abundantly from his 
neckline and his forearms. He usually had this smirk on his face, meant to 
indicate that he knew something that Shelby didn't. Dave always watched 
her movements closely, hooking his thumbs in the belt-loops of his pants, 
"Why don't you smile, baby? Pretty girl like you ought to have a smile on 
that face." At a loss for words, Shelby normally gritted her teeth and said 
nothing. She didn't know how to handle Dave because he made her feel so 
self-conscious.
N o r m a lly  she didn't notice her customers because she rarely met their 
 eyes. One night a loud crash from aisle three jolted her out of a dream 
state. Shelby glanced up at the round convex mirror located in the top corner 
of the wall, just in time to see what was going on. She saw a thin middle-aged 
woman standing over the shattered remains of a jar of pickles. The woman 
looked around her, nervously tucking her straggly hair behind her left ear. 
Something about her nervous, almost desperate gestures struck a chord in 
Shelby. She felt sorry for her since some of the people in the next aisle were 
starting to titter at the woman.
The store was so small that already the smell of pickles was beginning to 
waft through the air. Shelby knew she was going to have to clean up the 
mess, since no one else was around. Dave had gone on his break. Shelby 
reached for the dust-pan and brush under the counter when she realized that 
that the woman who had dropped the jar looked a lot like the woman she 
had followed a few weeks ago. She couldn't be sure, but it was possible. 
Shelby watched shyly as the thin woman made her way to the register.
The woman, who had been clutching her purchases to her chest, shoved 
the items onto the counter quickly. "What are you looking at?" she said. 
Shelby looked away, suddenly uncomfortable. She started to ring up the 
woman's purchases. Shelby wasn't moving fast enough because the woman 
burst out, "Look, I'm kinda in a hurry, okay? My old man is waiting for me 
in the car."
Shelby started typing the numbers into the register more quickly. As she 
moved, she couldn't help but notice that the woman's face was puffy and
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tear-stained. She heard a car's motor running outside and the sound of a car 
door slamming. It sounded like a gunshot against the quiet background of 
the empty parking lot. A quick glance out the window confirmed that a man, 
bent against the wind with his face down, was hurrying into the store.
The woman, who had been fumbling in her wallet for some change, 
jerked her head up when she heard the bells on the door announce his 
arrival. She looked for a moment like a hunted animal, but then her face 
turned rigid. "What the hell are you staring at?" she barked to Shelby. "Can't 
you see we are in a hurry?"
Shelby started to put the purchases into a bag, but before she could do 
so the woman grabbed the bag out of her hands and threw everything in 
herself. Her hands shook as the man stood close by her, peering over her 
shoulder. In her haste the woman dropped a ten on the floor, along with the 
band-aids which she had just bought. The sound of the metal box hitting 
the floor made the woman jump. Shelby hurried to pick up the items, very 
conscious of the man's impatient glare. The woman grabbed the ten and the 
band-aids out of Shelby's hand before she had time to straighten up. Shelby 
watched as the woman shoved the money into the pocket of her jeans. The 
man grumbled, "Let's go already." And the woman followed the man out 
the door without a word.
When the two left, the night manager snuck up behind Shelby and said, 
"Hey baby, where's that smile?" Shelby didn't answer him as she faced the 
window.
That night, as she crossed the store's parking lot heading home, Shelby 
felt as if she might actually sleep. Yet she couldn't erase the image of the 
thin woman from her mind. It's going to take more than band-aids to help 
her, she thought. Her house was only a few feet away now, and as she 
arrived at the front-step, she stopped. Shelby gathered her sweater closer 
around her, hugging herself with her arms, and she sat down on the front 
stoop. Winter's almost here, she thought. Shelby stayed outside until she 
could no longer feel her body, and then she keyed into the house, shutting 
the door without a sound.
Her mother wasn't waiting up, but she had left a light on in the foyer. 
The light wasn't necessary, because the sun was just starting to come up. 
Shelby reached to flick off the light and caught a glimpse of herself in the 
hall mirror. Her cheeks were chapped by the wind, and tears had rolled into 
the corners of her eyes. Shelby hadn't realized that she had been crying, and 
she couldn't explain why.
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'Soled" — Mike Kelly
I Wish I Was Sylvia Plath
Then I could kill myself,
Or at least slice at myself with a certain creative confidence.
O yes, I am scared,
I admit to living in trembling fright
Of the critics tongue or mere condescention of my rights,
I see your Iron Glares,
Pounding down upon me in my cave,
I am sallowed paper mache,
Cowering beneath wheat-brown wisps,
And blackened pits.
Writer, I am writer,
I hiss one last time,
Allowing myself a little pointy headed bravery,
Before sinking back
Into safe swamps of liquid oblivion,
A private nurturing hell.
O  I know "he is serious,
And she has such talent,"
But you have yet to see the slimy,
Bloody proof of the artisans ache,
That will eventually fester
Into the death of your righteousness.
You hideously enormous caster of the stone,
Beware of the rock which you tread lightly,
For beneath it my insecurity swings words,
And mighty hatred to see the pain of your swallowed pride, 
Lest I perish.
—Hillary O'Connor
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"Seedlings" —  Erica Johnson
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In Between, Georgia
We have become one with this car, he jokes, 
though I avoid the idea of becoming 
one with anything — let alone 
a green Accord.
We are twenty-five miles from Athens 
heading west — ATLANTA 25.
Along the roadside the kudzu 
clings to telephone wires.
Trees, their identity lost 
in oversized coats of green, 
become topiary giants.
Anthony tells us of his cat — a furtive fugitive: 
Last year, she squeezed out the crack 
in the window and shot across 
the highway into those woods, in Between. 
Squinting out my backseat window 
I can almost see her — dark and quick, 
gracefully darting past 
the oncoming fans 
of light.
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Road stories are written in the 
space left after the 
magazines, 
novels,
Pepsi,
pillows,
sandwiches,
sweaters,
have squeezed in.
The true road story tells 
of the backseat martyr, her knees 
molded into the seat ahead, her feet 
surrounded by travel detritus, her view: 
the uncombed head of the driver, 
the wipers' continual decapitation 
of raindrops gliding up the glass, 
and, out of the side window, a creature 
disappearing in the kudzu 
running wild.
—  Valerie J. Lawfer
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Wind-Dancer
I remember as a boy
standing in the open field, surrounded 
by dancing grasses and the 
wind, melancholy, brushed
across my face. From 
far up the 
valley thunder 
beat like 
distant war 
drums.
The crickets and frogs fell oddly silent 
as I swayed alone beneath the darkening sky. 
The wind increased in strength 
and soon we were dance partners 
careening madly around the 
open field.
The noble firs bordering the property 
whispered their soft approval, 
and commented what fine 
dance partners the 
wind and I made.
Then from 
across the yard 
voices of my responsibility 
called to me.
My grandfather stood with a knotted arm 
pointing in the direction 
of my ethereal lover, 
and terrified in the distance I 
could see my friend 
collecting herself 
to
pounce
upon the small farms 
which dotted the valley.
I had never seen anything so 
terrible and so beautiful before 
and I stood 
transfixed 
watching the storm 
swirl, 
round 
and 
r
o
u
n
d
—  Rob Sarnowski
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—  Tom McCarthy
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An Old Acquaintance
Kevin Kelly
L  eaning against the marble counter next to the cutting board, I studied the 
old man out of the corner of my eye. He was sitting at the table by the 
store window with his eyes fixed on the wall and a cup of tea steaming in 
front of him. A white curl was folded perfectly across the top of his forehead, 
making him appear for the moment at least sixty years younger—  a school­
boy groomed by his mother and sent off with a peck on the cheek and a 
pocket comb. He looked so vulnerable sitting there, his fragile little curl, and 
I, watching him, was filled with maternal compassion.
His name was Tom. He came to the store every day, weather permitting, to drink his tea. Sometimes he would buy a glazed doughnut, fussing 
all the while about his boyish figure. "You mean your ballish figure", I retorted 
one day, feeling jocular —  for he was rotund.
"Yeah", he responded, a lost, glazed look in his eyes. He then focused on 
me and smiled vaguely, acknowledging, I supposed, that he understood.
On the particular day that I was recollecting this, there were no dough­
nuts on sale, nor was there much of anything else in the store.
A brassy, middle-aged woman came jauntily through the door and 
stopped in front of the sparse deli case with an elaborate frown.
"Where's the beef?" she expostulated.
"We're a little low on stock," I answered , verifying the obvious. Her 
response fell between a laugh and a snarl. Although I could, and perhaps 
should have been more informative, I was determined, for some reason, to 
be brief. She finally ordered an egg salad sandwich to go, making it clear 
that she was in a hurry. Having nowhere to go and nothing to lose, I decided 
I would take my time.
"What kind of bread would you like, m'am?"
"White'll be fine."
"Sourdough O.K.?"
"Fine. Just get it." When she left, the old man was again the only 
customer in the store.
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Tom got up and waddled heavily over to the coffee machine at the other end of the deli case, poured the last of the hot water into his cup, and 
labored back to his seat. I considered making another pot of hot water, then 
remembered that Tom never drank more than two cups, and was practically 
the only person who drank coffee. Feeling restless, I put on another pot 
anyway. I took a wet rag and scrubbed the cutting board in a futile effort to 
distract myself from Tom, sitting so quietly with his tea. I knew he wanted 
to talk, but I couldn't think of anything I wanted to say. The truth is part of 
me was always reluctant to enter into conversation with him, knowing what 
a tiresome bore he could be. Although I appreciated and sometimes even 
looked forward to the old man's company, listening to him could be insuf­
ferably monotonous. At such times I was terse, even rude, especially con­
sidering he had hardly anyone else to talk to as far as I could tell. Today I 
was in a much more generous mood, although I still did not feel much like 
talking.
Working alone for the latter part of the day —  my co-worker, Pearl, left 
at two o'clock in order to minimize expenses — I had hardly anyone else to 
talk to either, although I rather enjoyed that aspect of it. When the store first 
opened, it was always bustling with customers, but now, two years later, it 
was a virtual desert. The fact that people were living more frugally was 
painfully reflected in the dwindling length of the daily till. The high-paid 
employees, two bakers and a cook, had to be let go and the baked goods were 
thereafter delivered —  the final blow to business.
Finally, in a slow, sonorous drone, the old man inquired, "So —  what's 
the news?"
He always asked that question, as if expecting to hear some juicy gossip 
about what was happening behind the scenes of that dismal establishment. 
Rarely did we dicuss what was going on in the real world, even though the 
economy was in shambles and the country was on the brink of war, only 
news that was amusing yet inconsequential, such as the latest scandals 
surrounding politicians and other public figures. Since we shared a common 
knowledge in this area, our communication was often grounded in such 
trivialities. In a way, it was sad to hear an old man, who had lived through 
so many historical events and changes, so intrigued by the frivolities of the 
modem age. Then again, I was glad that he seemed to be entertaining 
himself.
"Same old story," I answered, after a few seconds.
It then occurred to me that I was being evasive, knowing full well that 
there was news which Tom should be interested in hearing. Actually, the
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news had been sitting in the window for the past three months, but everyone, 
including myself, took little or no notice of it —  perhaps choosing to ignore 
it. I remembered how Tom was always at a loss for words when leaving: 
"Yeah, well -- so long", he would say, and putter out the door. "So long", I 
would call back, or "see ya later, Tom", full of verve and confidence —  I 
wasn't the one leaving, after all.
This time was different, however, and I could not even bring myself to 
tell him that the next day at three o'clock the door would be locked, and it 
would not re-open until the For Sale sign was removed from the window by 
a new owner. It was not that I was afraid to break the news to him, it was 
just that —  well, I, too, was clumsy at taking leave —  especially when I felt 
like I was depriving someone by doing so. Although I was not responsible 
for the closing of the store, I felt oddly enough that I owed Tom an apology, 
which somewhat accounted for my desire to stay off of the subject.
"No doughnuts today?" He surveyed the counter from his chair, his blue 
eyes glinting like pearls under water.
"Nope. No doughnuts," I confirmed.
"Oh well, I have to watch my boyish figure anyway," he pronounced 
gladly, proudly patting his paunch with both hands, as he was wont to do.
"You're what they call please-antly plump," I returned, using his pronun­
ciation. He raised his tea to his lips and sipped; his eyes beaming at me over 
the brim of his cup, then he turned to the wall.
Outside the window, a man who looked to be about thirty years old going on fifty straddled by, clutching to his heart a paper bag wrapped around 
a forty-ounce bottle. As he strode by, he turned his wild-eyed, swollen face 
to the window and took a sloppy swig from his paper bag. A crazy vagrant.
Tom, satisfied to stare at the beige paint upon the wall, seemed oblivious to the haggard presence which had just passed within ten feet of him. Or 
perhaps he was aware, but simply chose not to recognize it -  like the For Sale 
sign in the window. If the latter was the case, I couldn't blame him, but it 
seemed as if he was blind to it entirely. He again reminded me of a child, 
surrounded by corruption yet unaware of it I longed to shield him from that 
corrosive knowledge.
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The friendly young guy who drove the bus for the out-patient psychiatric 
ward across the street came in and ordered his usual, cream of broccoli soup 
to go.
"Man, this soup is all that!" he declared as I rung him up on the register.
I nodded and smiled -  "I'm glad you like it" -- thinking, it was all that. 
all right. "Enjoy," I said as he left.
There was then only one more regular whom I expected to see and had 
been expecting since that morning — a man in his mid-sixties named Kenny. 
Although Kenny spent more time at the deli than Tom, I could not sympa­
thize with him as I did for the latter. I knew that Kenny had a wife at home, 
which is probably why he spent so much time at the deli —  and that he had 
children and grandchildren, through whom I am sure he had experienced 
joys and sorrows which Tom, being a bachelor, had never known —  move­
ments of the heart which Tom had never felt. Even though Kenny hadproba- 
bly suffered more pain and loss than Tom, it was only because he had more 
to lose. He had lost his first-born son, yet he was possessed of an overall pride 
and joy that seemed altogether alien to the other. And when Kenny laughed, 
boy could he howl! Tom, on the other hand, was alone, utterly alone, and 
that fact was apparent in everything he said and did.
Reclined against the deli case, I wondered if Kenny would show up today.He was less predictable than Tom, but usually arrived in the morning and 
was gone by lunchtime.
I remembered when Kenny and Tom were in the store together about a 
week earlier, how they chatted and kidded each other like old schoolmates, 
but could not have been little more than strangers. Kenny, I recalled, paid 
for Tom's tea, and Tom said that in return he would bring a cup of coffee to 
K enny, who would be selling the Sunday paper out on the avenue the next 
morning. We all laughed, even Tom, knowing that he had no intention of 
keeping his word.
I glanced obliquely at Tom, hovered over his tea and gazed at the wall, 
his scrubbed ears pricked — expectantly, I turned my eyes back to the wall 
in front of me, studying it, then I ambled up to the front counter.
"So, did you ever bring Kenny his cup of coffee?"
He swayed his head supinely toward me, his chin wobbling beneath, his 
eyes quiescent —  "Hmm?"
"You said you would bring Kenny a cup of coffee last week. Remember?"
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"I did?" he asked, his eyes astir. "Whoops." He raised his fingers over 
his lips in a cherubic gesture. "I hope he's not still waiting for it."
Delighted with this response, I persisted, feigning surprise: "You mean 
you didn't remember?"
He shrugged magnificently. "If I did —  I must've forgot."
At this I could not help laughing; the old man laughed in turn. It was 
the last time we would laugh together.
Tom's face once again became contemplative, and he resumed drinkinghis tea in silence. Leaning against the back counter, I stared absently at the 
cole slaw inside the deli case. The salad neither enticed nor disgusted me — 
a soft, green bed on which to rest my thoughts. The sound of a knuckle 
rapping on marble distracted my stillness, and I turned to see the old man 
standing at the counter ready to pay for his tea. Something quivered inside 
of me as I stepped up to the register and punched in the price.
"All right, sir, that'll be sixty-eight cents," I said, with a slight tremor in 
my voice. He handed me a dollar bill, I gave him thirty-two cents change. 
He put the change into his jacket pocket. My throat tightened but not enough 
to stop the words which choked through as if of their own accord, prompted 
by something deep down inside of me, something reprehensible and absurd 
which presently controlled my tongue I guess you could call it my heart.
"Good luck, Tom," I faltered, and before I could get a hold of myself, 
"you'll be all right." I ground my teeth and chided myself in silence, 
wondering how I could be so inconsiderate -- presumptuous! arrogant! 
insulting! Tom just regarded me with that same glazed look. I read no 
offense in his eyes; I was ashamed of myself for implying that he needed 
luck, and then reassuring him as if he had been diagnosed with a malignant 
disease and all the luck in the world would not suffice. Extending my hand 
to him was out of the question, since that would surely convey the fact which 
I had so miserably concealed from him, so I simply nodded him a taut 
goodbye.
"Yeah, w ell— so long," he said. He waved vaguely, and shuffled through 
the door. I watched him pass in front of the store window, walking towards 
the avenue. He was going back to his empty apartment, I supposed, and I 
was suddenly pierced with an obscure anxiety —  the prospect of growing 
old, perhaps.. .  or the simple realization that I was alone.
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"Exposed" —  Andrea Frucci
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Strega
Riveting your eyes to mine,
You slither up, around, 
Entangling me in a hungry vine 
And, shooting a forked tongue,
Pierce my wit, bleeding me 
Of sense,
Then, swallow me whole.
Ah! but, I have a sharp dagger 
My hungry one,
So your belly is easy to exit,
Now, I must escape your eyes
—  Lou Pagano
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"Charlie" —  Alexander Terenchin
59
a theory of bookburning
there is a flame here 
trapped somewhere in this library 
hemmed in by musty volumes 
bound and rebound
the fire is dancing in its catalouged space 
hidden somewhere 
isolated amongst dusty theories 
and pedantic criticism
find it and throw it open 
free the flame into the dry air 
ignite this place 
and all these w ords-
wake the world by setting it ablaze.
Jeremy P. Bushnell
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